U           NADIR, THE PERSIAN
She leaped to the neck of my rearing steed,
And clung to my mailed breast, As a fledgeling flies in its hour of need
Home to the sheltering nest.
With fluttering lips she begged for life
And her arms around me threw. Her hair lay yellow upon my sleeve,
And I saw that her eyes were blue; I marked the swell of her snowy breast,
And awoke to a feeling new, A passionate love for the beautiful waif Who had found in my arms a haven safe.
I thrust aside the trooper's spear,
And bore her swift to my tent, Where she dropped upon my couch of furs
As if her life were spent, And I stood and gazed on my lovely prize With measureless joy in my hungry eyes.
My hair was black and burnt by the sun, Her locks were gold by the seraphs spun
Of a tissue of fairy silk. My sallow skin with livid bars Had been seamed by war in countless scars,
While hers was white as milk. The blush of dawn was on her cheek, And on her brow a wandering streak Where the blue vein showed beneath the snow And pulsed to the warm life flowing below.